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Reminiscences at the Celebration of
My Folks' First Seventy Married Years
1911-1981
by AXEL NIELSEN
INTRODUCTION
"Reminiscences" is the title ascribed to the talk that Axel
Nielsen made at the celebration of his parents' 70th wedding
anniversary. His sister-in-law, Enola Nielsen writes, "He
wanted to say something for the folks at the anniversary so
he started writing a little in a yellow spiral-ring notebook.
He'd write a little bit more each evening and it just kept
going. I've seen the handwritten notebook, and he just filled
up the page from top to bottom without ever scratching out
a word or changing anything. No outline, no overall plan not at all the 'right' way to write! Some of the older kids
remember some of the details a little different, of course, but
Axel wrote it just as he remembered it, in the way it came to
him, and we think it's wonderful." And this is how he
delivered it. Unbeknownst to him, Myrna Hall, a niece,
typed and made copies for the family. A couple of years later
when I was visiting with Axel about his folks and how they
came to Junction City he offered to let me read a copy of his
talk. After reading it I made a mental note that here was a
story that was appropriate for publication in The Bridge.
Axel seemed pleased and indicated that he would have tried
to do a better job had he known that people other than
family might be reading it. Axel has made a few additions to
the story as he told it originally, and there has been some
minor editing, trying not to impose on the delightful way the
story is told.
It is a story that properly can be referred to as being both
immigrant and post-immigrant, as well as typically Ameri-9-

can. Axel's parents, Jorgen and Anna Nielsen, were heads of
a family, held together by strong bonds of love and had
experiences with which it is easy to relate, mostly because of
the engaging manner in which they are told. The Danish
heritage that is depicted is not so different from that of many
other Danish immigrants - significant to the first generation
for the tone it set. The Danish emigrant was not fleeing
oppression and persecution, but a shrinking economy, the
escape from which America held a promise. They often
brought with them cultural ideals and modes that enhanced
their struggles for survival in the new land. For instance, we
learned that "Pop" was an activist in the Askov, Minnesota,
community for the enhancement and preservation of the
Danish heritage, something he did not abandon in Junction
City, Oregon. We found this heritage revealed in the second
and third generations when son, Carl and wife, Enola, with
grandsons Don and wife, Carol, visited Denmark to explore
the birthplace of "Pop" and "Mom."
However, the story began in Denmark and it introduces
us to a pattern of settlement, from the middle west to the
west, followed by many Danish immigrants. Of those
Danish immigrants, who chose the rural scene, most settled
in Iowa, Minnesota, Wisconsin, the Dakotas and Nebraska,
but many of them, for a variety of reasons, later were
beckoned by the Far West. Among these was the Jorgen
Nielsen family. Why? Prompted by economic circumstances,
no doubt, but they were also enticed by the glowing reports
from relatives already in Oregon. It is pertinent to note that
following World War I, markets and prices for farm
products collapsed and did not recover until the advent of
the New Deal. The result was that small rural communities
like Askov, Minnesota, lost much of their promise. With
relatives in Oregon writing tempting letters, the family
("Pop" and "Mom" - that is) decided to go there. It was not
such a big change, from one "Danish" community to another
"Danish" community, but there was the trip, which was to
prove the durability of the family. Axel, the elder son, lets us
in on how it all came about and what kept things from falling
apart.
Arnold N. Bodtker
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First, I would like to welcome everybody. I am happy
you came to help celebrate with our folks, our grandparents,
great-grandparents and great-great-grandparents, on this
their seventieth wedding anniversary.
I am here because I am the oldest of the children and have
known Pop and Mom a little longer than the rest of their
children, although my memory of our first meeting is a little
hazy. I am sure it was a happy occasion for the three of us,
even if it did cost them $5.00 to help bring me into the world.
I wish that all the children in this world could have as good a
set of parents as we children had. We weren't born rich as far
as money and material things go, but surely rich in attention
and loving care.
So, if you will allow me, I would like to tell you a few of
the events that have taken place as I recall them or have been
told. I am going to start with Mom (Anna Lund) as she came
to the United States from Denmark a long time before Pop,
having arrived here with her parents in 1890 at the age of
two. They came by steamship from Denmark to New York
and then by train to Omaha where their relatives met them
and took them by horse and buggy to a place called Looking
Glass in Nebraska where Mom's mother's relatives lived.
They stayed with the relatives until they found a farm they
could rent at Lindsey, Nebraska. They were lucky, as it had
a modern house. It had a wooden floor, two rooms, and a
couple of real glass windows, even if the walls and roof were
made of prairie sod. Even the toilet was fairly close to the
house, out behind a ways, but still on a cold night it was
quite a trip. And you didn't take time to read the catalog or
the newspaper that served as toilet paper. One drawback to
the farm was that they had to pack their water from a spring
about a half mile from the house, but of course in the winter
they could always melt snow in the double boiler on the
stove.
One of my mother's earliest chores was to pick up
"buffalo chips" on the prairie to burn in the stove as wood
was very scarce on the prairie. They would also burn corn
cobs after the corn was shelled. There were also a lot of dry
buffalo bones lying on the prairie from the time the buffalo
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and hide hunters had been there. These were gathered and
sold for bone meal to help pay expenses. Another one of my
mother's chores was to herd the cows on the wheat fields
after the wheat had been harvested. There were no fences in
those days and barb wire was expensive. She had a pony to
help her with the herding. It was a nice little pony but a little
tricky as it was a wild bronco that had been broken to ride.
It's name was Billy. One day it bucked her off in a straw
stack, but being a nice little pony it waited for her to get back
on and took her home.
When Mom was eight years old, she started to school in a
little country school three miles from home. All eight grades
in one room. There was a little shed out behind where she
could keep Billy so she rode him back and forth to school.
This is the only school she went to as she had to quit and
help on the farm. During recess they played games like baseball and drop the handkerchief. All the children looked
forward to Christmas and the Fourth of July when they
would have a big celebration at the church. They got an
apple or orange and maybe a little candy for Christmas and
always a lot of homemade ice cream for the Fourth of July
and maybe even a bottle of soda pop.
During this time, my mother acquired two brothers,
Benjamin and Martin. Martin was the youngest, so she had a
little help, but knowing how brothers are, she probably had
a lot of extra picking up to do while they were young.
In the fall of 1905, our grandfather and grandmother,
along with Mom and her two brothers Benjamin and Martin
heard about the wonderful land that could be had real cheap
in Pine County, Minnesota, where a Dane, L. C. Pedersen,
had bought a large tract of logged-over land from Weyerhaeuser Company and wanted to start a Danish settlement.
So wanting to be a part of the new settlement and where they
could buy some land, they decided to have a sale and move
to Partridge, Minnesota, as they called the logging center.
The name was later changed to Askov in honor of a school in
Denmark. In the spring of 1906, after having had a sale and
selling part of their belongings, they loaded the rest of their
belongings on the train and set off for the promised land.
-12-

Mom shed a lot of tears about leaving Billy. She sold him at
the sale for $35.00, but it was a new adventure.
They landed in Pine County, Minnesota, on the 10th of
March 1906. The first thing Mom saw when they stepped off
the train was a big old hotel left over from the logging days.
It was built of rough lumber, had snow piled up to the
windows, had a 1 x 12 rough lumber floor which was worn
down from the loggers' calked boots. The knots were harder
than the rest of the floor so they were sticking up.
Mom's folks bought 40 acres one mile north of Askov,
and Mom got a job as waitress in the old hotel. Besides being
the waitress, she also had to help cook. As there were a lot of
families arriving to buy land, Mom was kept busy since they
would all stay in the hotel until they bought land and got
settled. Of course, they couldn't tell what they were buying
as the land was covered with snow. They paid $10.00 an acre
which turned out to be a big price when in the spring the
snow melted and uncovered all the stumps and rocks. A
family by the name of Mosbaek had been one of the first to
arrive and had stayed at the hotel where Mom worked. Mom
lots of times worked 14-16 hours a day. She really earned her
wages. Besides, she had to help her mother, who it seemed
always had a headache, was tired, or had sick spells of some
kind. Well, we will leave Mom at her job while we go to my
father or Pop, as I will call him.
My father was born in Fn,slev, Denmark, on the island
of Sj.elland on the 26th day of November in the year 1886.
His parents were Ane and Ole Nielsen. He was the oldest of
six children, five boys - Jorgen, Nels, Peter, Rasmus, and
Valdemar. Also one girl, Marie. His parents had a little
place, an acre or so, just enough for a house and a big
garden. His father worked as a carpenter, stone mason, and
factory worker. He also did farm work or whatever work he
could get. He never got rich, but they always had plenty to
eat.
Frq,slev wasn't really a town, although it did have a
church. It was just a cluster of farm houses and barns
grouped together. In the old days, the farms were all laid out
in a pie shape, with the buildings in the center on the point.
-13-

Then everybody could live on their farm and still live close
together. A really good arrangement. Of course, some of the
richer farmers had land farther out in the country, where in
later years they built houses on their farms when protection
was no longer needed.
Pop started to school when he was seven years old. In
Denmark at that time you were required by law to go to
school when you were seven, and to quit when you were 14
years old unless you went to a trade school or a university.
But after 14 you were on your own as far as the law was concerned. So very few children went to school after they were
14.
In school, instead of having grades like we do in the
United States, they just had two grades - a lower and an
upper class. When you started to school you started in the
lower grade and sat in the back of the room in the back row.
As you progressed in school, you kept moving toward the
front as you passed your exams. Of course, if you failed your
tests, you moved back toward the back. So it was a big
honor to sit in the front row, and only the real bright ones
made it. When you were about 10 years old, you got to go to
the upper school. Of course, you had to start in the back row
and work towards the front again. My father said he never
did get much past the middle of the class in the upper school
before he had to quit at the age of 14. However, he was good
at arithmetic and kept himself in candy by doing problems
for a rich farmer boy who sat beside him in school. This boy
would pay my father "fem 0re" or five cents, or sometimes a
candy bar. Anyway, this rich farmer boy got good grades in
arithmetic but most likely didn't learn much since my father
was solving his problems. School in Denmark lasted 11
months out of the year. They got the month of August off so
they could work in the harvest. During recess, they would
generally play a game called hit the rock. It was a game that
could be played without a lot of expensive equipment which
they didn't have. All it took was a stick and a rock. It was a
real rough game, hard on the shins.
When my father was fourteen, he was confirmed in the
Lutheran Church and left home to work on a farm. Here my
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father milked cows, fed the pigs and chickens, and did other
general farm work for a Mr. Hans Andersen who owned the
farm. He also made his home there. Mr. Andersen was good
to my father, paying him a small wage and also buying his
clothes. My father worked for Mr. Andersen until he was 18.
Then he decided to go to America and make his fortune. He
had heard about the great country of the United States and
had an uncle living in Huron, South Dakota. So he wrote a
letter to his uncle, Rasmus Pedersen, in Dakota stating his
wishes. Rasmus Pedersen sent him a ticket on the boat to
New York and also a train ticket to Dakota telling my father
he could work it out when he got there. The ticket cost
$65.00. On October 8, 1903, he bid his parents, brothers and
sister good-bye and set sail for the United States to see if all
the wonderful stories he had heard were true. He also told
his parents he would be back as soon as he made his fortune.
My father worked three years for Rasmus Pedersen on
his farm. About this time, Rasmus Pedersen also heard about
the wonderful Danish settlement being formed in Askov,
Minnesota, and thought it would be a good place to start a
general store. My father decided to make the move with him
and help to build the store. He had also saved a little money
and thought maybe he could buy a farm there as land was
cheap. In the fall of 1906, a sale was held and they moved to
Askov, Minnesota. This was just a few months after Mom
had arrived, and while Pop and Rasmus Pedersen were
building a house for Mr. Pedersen, they stayed and ate at the
hotel. Pop noticed the pretty young girl who was cooking
and waiting on him and even got nerve enough to ask her to
go to a dance or two.
The next spring, 1907, Pop bought 40 acres of land 2 1/2
miles northwest of town for $12.00 an acre. It was covered
with brush and big pine stumps. But between jobs of helping
other settlers build their houses and working in a little saw
mill in town, he got part of it cleared and also built a small
house and barn. The house only had two rooms, but another
bedroom and a living room were added later. After clearing
the brush and blasting and burning the stumps, he found
another big obstacle - all of the rocks had to be hauled off
-15-

since they couldn't be burned as the brush and stumps could.
They had to be hauled into piles or built into fences as some
settlers did.
This clearing and building went on for several years
during which time Mom and Pop kept seeing each other - at
the church socials and a dance once in a while. Pop bought a
team and plowed up a little land with a walking plow which
was really hard on your back when the plow hit a rock.
Also, every winter the frost would raise a new crop of rocks.
About this time, Mom's folks bought a 40 acre parcel right
across the road from them.
Mom was still working at the hotel and had by this time
graduated to head cook, and Pop was eating there when he
didn't batch out at the farm. He couldn't help but notice,
besides all her other charms, that Mom was a wonderful
cook. So he decided to ask her to marry him. Well, Mom
thinking it over, thought here is a nice young man who
already has a house and owns his own farm so she agreed to
marry him. They were married in Askov on the 5th day of
April, 1911. The minister, Reverend Strandskov, was
supposed to come to Grandma's house to marry them, but
instead sent his two little girls to the house and told them if
they wanted to get married they would have to walk over to
the parsonage as he was too sick to come over. They did,
and were married.
As the house out on the farm was not yet quite finished,
they rented a house in town. Pop also built a small chicken
house. The house he built was only a two room 16 x 24
house, but nice and warm. I remember Pop put in a beautiful
birds eye maple floor later when he added on to it.
On the 28th of February 1912 I was born, so I became the
only one of the children to be born in town. In the summer of
1912, the buildings being far enough along, we moved out to
the farm.
The earliest incident I can remember was Pop working on
repairing some harness for the horses. It must have been in
the winter as he was doing it in the house. He had been
riveting the harness with copper rivets that were too long
and had to be cut off. I couldn't have been very old, but I can
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still remember how worried my parents were when they
caught me with some of the rivet ends in my mouth and
thought maybe I had swallowed some. Of course, I was just
breaking in my teeth.
I didn't get to have my folks to myself very long as the
stork brought us a little bundle which turned out to be a nice
little girl. We named her Marie after Pop's sister in Denmark.
Then after I got her trained a little, I had a little help with the
chores. As long as I can remember, we all had our chores to
do. Of course, she was also sometimes quite a little trouble
to look after.
One time when Pop was working late in the field it
became time for Mom to start the milking, but the cows
hadn't come home to the barn. So Mom told Marie and me
to go down into the pasture and get the cows. Well, we
looked and we looked but couldn't find them.
Part of the pasture had not been cleared and was still
covered with trees and brush, but we couldn't find them in
the woods either. Finally we came to a fence and we decided
maybe the cows had jumped the fence, so we crawled under
it, but we still couldn't find them. Pretty soon we realized we
didn't know where the cows were, but worse yet, we didn't
know where we were either. And it was getting late and
Marie was worried. But she was made of pretty good stuff
and just cried a little bit. Of course, she had me to take care
of her - and I was older - almost six years old, and she was
only four, so she really shouldn't have worried. We yelled,
hollered, and yelled some more, but nobody would answer
us. We started walking a little faster and finally we came out
to a little open spot on a hillside where we could see out a
little. And there off in the distance was a house, barn, and a
silo. It was a neighbor's house but we were sure we had never
seen it before. Of course, we saw it from the back side.
About this time the cows had come home by themselves, and
Pop had also come home. Pop and Mom were worried and
set out looking for us. But our neighbor's son, who was
about twelve or fourteen years old, had heard us yelling and
came and rescued us. His name was Hans Nielsen and I still
remember it well. About that time, Pop came running and
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led us home. Pop told us never to crawl under fences when
you are lost. So I guess we had learned our lesson.
After Marie showed up, here came Ole, then Karen, then
Agnes. I remember when we children were hustled over to
the neighbors to stay all night and when we got back home,
the stork had made another visit. We named her Karen after
Mom's mother Karen Lund. Then a year or so later, we had
to make another trip to the neighbors and upon coming
back home, the stork had been here again. We named her
Agnes. I don't know who she was named after, but I
remember a neighbor, Marius Hansen, who didn't have any
children, came over and tried to talk Mom and Pop into
letting them adopt Agnes. But we were all too fond of her to
let her go.
So, Mom and Pop were busy taking care of us and
tending to the stock and raising the crops, putting up hay to
feed the cows in the winter, feeding the chickens, gathering a
few eggs, and a hundred other things. And besides, Mom's
mother and father, our grandparents had bought the farm
across the road from us and it seemed like Grandmother had
a lot of headaches and sick spells, so Mom had to help her a
lot also. As long as I can remember, we had to be real quiet
when we were at Grandma's so she wouldn't get one of her
headaches. She only lived to be 93.
I can't remember this, but Mom tells about the first years
or so after they were married when Pop would go up into
Northern Minnesota and work in the woods to earn a little
extra money. Pop got $30.00 a month working 10 hours a
day, six days a week in the logging camp. He felled timber
most of the time. They only logged in the winter when they
could haul the logs on the snow. He would be gone three or
four months at a time. This would leave Mom to do all the
chores. She tells about running out and milking one cow,
then running back to the house to check on us children, then
back to milk another cow, then back to stoke up the fire and
check us children again. I think she got her exercise. Of
course, we children always stayed out of trouble, but I guess
she wasn't taking any chances.
I don't remember having very many toys to play with. I
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do remember Pop had made us a nice swing between two
trees. I also remember I had a little wheelbarrow which I
would stand on end and run up and down the road pretending it was a bicycle.
I remember one time in the fall of the year, I must have
been about six at least, it was before I started school,
Grandpa had been over helping Pop cut hay down in the
swamp. They would cut it by hand and carry it out on their
backs. Well, they had gotten back to the house and I was
looking down in the hayfield and here was a big deer
feeding. Well, Pop ran and got his big old Army rifle. It was
a 45-90, bolt action rifle. A real old gun with a bayonet. He
rested it on a fence post and took good aim and down went
Mr. Deer. Pop got his wheelbarrow and we had venison.
I liked to go over to see Grandpa and my Uncle Ben and
Martin once in a while. I remember one winter we had a lot
of snow and I wanted to go, so Morn let me. I got almost to
Grandpa's when I got stuck in a snow drift. I can still
remember Martin corning to rescue me.
I remember Grandma had a drawer in the kitchen with all
kinds of string, nails, tools, and all kinds of gadgets. I
wanted to get into it, but I never made it. Grandma was
always watching. I think Grandpa would have let me. There
was sure a lot of goodies in that drawer. Wonder whatever
happened to them.
About this time, 1918, we had a bad forest fire in Minnesota. They called it the "Moose Lake Fire." I remember it was
almost dark at noon for a couple of days. And I remember
Pop and the men talking about the horses and cows that
were running around still alive with the hair all burned off
and how they had to be shot. Luckily it didn't hit our farm,
but a lot of people were burned out.
In the fall of 1919, I started to school in a little country
school about two miles from our place. There wasn't any
school bus, so I walked. The school only had one room and
one teacher for all eight grades. I couldn't speak a word of
English, only Danish. I had a good friend, Earnest Degerstrorn, who could only speak Swedish. But luckily we had a
teacher, Olga Nelson, who could understand us both and
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was trying to teach us English. The teacher was also the
janitor and also had to keep the fire burning in the great big
heater in the corner. The heater had a big tin shield built
around it so the children wouldn't fall against it and get
burned. The school had an outside privy, or rather it had
two of them, one for boys and one for girls. It had a little
half moon cut in the door for light and ventilation. I
remember the seat got pretty cold in the winter so you didn't
stay long out there. There was also an old catalog for toilet
paper. It also had a long handle pump which stood along
side the school with a tin dipper hanging on the side of the
pump. Inside we had a water bucket and a tin cup. Everybody used the same cup. That was before somebody thought
about germs and bacteria. I went to the first and second
grade here. Marie also started school here. We had a big
bully in school. His name was Andrew Christensen. He was
several years older than us first graders. I remember one night
going home from school how he got me down, sitting on top
of me and sticking his fingers into my cheek underneath my
ears. Boy did it hurt, and I screamed for help. Here came one
of the bigger girls who picked Andrew up by the neck,
slapped him good, and sent him home bawling. Her name
was Edna and she still lives in Askov. When I go back I
always look her up and thank her for saving me. He never
bothered me after that but we were never very good friends.
He was always a bully.
In the winter during recess we played fox and geese or
built snow men and snow forts. In the summer it was mostly
"ante over" or hide and seek. The bigger boys played "scrub"
or work-up with a homemade baseball and homemade bats.
We all carried our lunch to school in tin pails. Mostly Karo
syrup cans, except some of the lucky ones who had a
Grandpa who smoked a lot of tobacco. I remember I had an
empty five pound tobacco can with folding handles because
my Grandpa smoked a lot of tobacco. I was one of the lucky
ones.
About this time, Pop began thinking about getting a
bigger farm as they now had five children to feed and keep
busy. So we sold the 40 acre farm for $110.00 an acre or
-20-

$4,400.00 cash for the farm and buildings which was a good
price in those days. I believe the man that bought it was a
Mr. Jorgensen. Then the folks bought a farm from Marius
Hansen three miles north of Askov. This farm was twice as
big, having 80 acres. The folks paid $85.00 an acre or
$6,800.00 for it. I don't know how much we paid down on
the farm, but I know it turned out to be a big mistake
because when Pop started to clear it (it was only partly
cleared), it turned out to have twice as many rocks per acre
as our old farm. Also a lot more stumps. Besides, it didn't
have any house, just a 14 x 20 foot chicken house. It had
never been used for chickens, but that is what it was built
for. It also had a small barn which wasn't big enough for our
stock. So Pop had to build on to two sides of it. The north
addition was for the cows and the west addition housed our
chickens. It also had a small pump house with a big old hand
pump. The well also turned out to pump dry after a few
gallons of water. Then we would have to wait for it to fill up
again for another few gallons of water. So it seemed an
endless task for us children to keep water for the cows and
horses to drink.
Pop never got more than 25 to 30 acres cleared; the rest
we used for pasture in the summer. But he got to be an expert
at blasting stumps. I can still remember how he would load
five or six big stumps by digging a hole underneath, it had to
be in the right spot, then putting in the right charge of
dynamite, then putting a cap on the end of a piece of fuse
and letting it extend out of the hole, then tamping in the dirt,
and after making sure there wasn't any livestock or any of us
children close he would light one, then run to the next one
and light it. When all five or six were lit he would get behind
a rock pile or some safe spot and watch them go. He would
always count the explosions to be sure there weren't any
misfires. He blasted so many stumps that the neighbors
would hire him to blast stumps for them. Even after the
stumps were blasted, some of the roots still had to be dug out
or pulled out with the horses, then picked up and piled to be
burned. The rocks were even a bigger problem as you
couldn't get them to bum, so the rock piles are still there.
-21-

About this time the stork found out we had moved and
brought us another bundle. We named her Esther and now
we were eight, six children and Mom and Pop. Besides my
uncles, Peter and Valdemar, had come over from Denmark
and had fixed themselves a room out in the pump house. But
they ate their meals with us. So Pop decided to build an
addition to our 14 x 20 house. He added on a 10 x 16 room
on the east end which now gave us three rooms. He also put
a partition three feet into the room on the north side where it
extended two feet in width. This he divided in the middle
making a 3 x 5 pantry and a 3 x 5 closet. He also built on a
little entry hall on the south side to keep our wood in. Mom
kept her washing machine in this hall. It also kept the wind
and snow from blowing in. Pop made the mistake of having
the door open out, so one morning we got up and couldn't
get out. The snow had piled up in front of the door during
the night, so he had to crawl out the window and shovel the
snow away from the door. The door was then remodeled to
open into the hall.
After Pop added on to the house, we had more room. We
now had three rooms - a big 9 x 14 bedroom in the west end
with two four paned windows to the south. It had two beds,
a crib, and a small bassinet affair that Pop had built. Pop
and Mom slept in one bed, Ole and I slept in the other bed,
Agnes slept in the crib, and Esther who had just arrived slept
in the bassinet. Later on after Carl came along, Agnes moved
into the new addition which was a bedroom-living room
combination where Marie and Karen slept. There was a cot
on one side and a folding bed on the other side where Marie
and Karen slept. This bed also served as a davenport during
the day. Mom also kept her old treadle sewing machine here.
It was on the east end underneath another four panel
window. Mom spent a lot of time here as she made all our
clothes. In the winter she made shoes for us out of old coats.
This was so we could save our good shoes for school. I
remember they were nice and warm.
The middle room was 14 x 11. This served as kitchen and
family room combination. Here was a big table where we
ate, played games, and studied our school lessons. The table
-22-

sat on the south side where the only windows were two fourpaned barn-type windows. The entrance door was in the
southwest corner of this room. Just inside the door on your
left sat a woodbox for the kitchen stove. The wood for the
heater was on the porch or entrance hall. Beside the wood
box stood the kitchen stove. It was a big stove with a
warming oven and a water reservoir on the side. Along side
the cook stove stood a big heater. It stood in the northwest
corner of the room. It was a pretty heater, about five feet
tall, with a lot of nickel plating and isinglass in the door. We
bought it second hand. It was really a coal stove, but we
burned only wood. It wouldn't take a very big chunk of
wood so it had to be stoked often. Pop would generally keep
the fire going all night in the winter and during the day Mom
would keep both of them going. This kept Pop pretty busy in
the summer getting wood cut for winter as it had to be cut by
hand on a buck horse as he called it. The heating stove was
also the spot we gathered around in the winter to dress in the
morning. When we took our baths, Mom would put the
wash tub in front of the heater. The girls would always get to
take their baths first, and if the water got too cold by the
time Ole and I would get our turn, Mom would add a little
more hot water from the tea kettle. Esther and Carl got their
baths in a small tub that Mom would put on the table so she
wouldn't have to stoop over to scrub them. Mom always
kept us neat and clean. It was a sin to have dirty fingernails
or dirt behind our ears.
On the north side of the room next to the heater stood a
kitchen work table with sugar and flour bins underneath. On
top was a rack for spices. Here Mom did all her baking,
washing dishes, etc. We didn't have a sink so it was done in
the dishpan. The girls would generally wipe the dishes.
Sometimes wash them too. Next to this table stood the
DeLaval Cream Separator, and when the milk was brought
in from the barn it was either Ole or I who got the job of
cranking it. It turned hard and had a bell on it that would
ring if it wasn't turned fast enough, so you didn't dare get
lazy. Also, if you went too fast the cream would get too
thick. On the east side of the room between the pantry
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entrance and the entrance into the living room, the high
chair was kept. There was also a stand where the water
bucket sat which was to be kept full from the pump for our
drinking and cooking use. I remember it seemed like it
always needed filling. On the south side of the room along
side the window above the table was an oil lamp on a
bracket with a reflector behind it. It was Marie's job to keep
the wick trimmed just right so the lamp wouldn't smoke, to
keep the chimney polished, and also keep it full of kerosene.
The only windows in this room were on the south side,
but in the winter you couldn't very often look out anyway,
unless you melted the frost on the window by blowing on it
or holding your hand against it until the frost melted. I
remember Jack Frost painted some nice pictures on these
windows.
In the winter the cows and horses stayed in the barn. Because we didn't have running water or drinking cups for the
cows, it was Ole's and my job to pump water in pails and
carry it to the barn for the stock to drink. Also a trough in
the chicken house had to be kept full. I don't know where
those cows put all that water, sometimes drinking two or
three buckets full each. Sometimes when it got real cold,
30 or 40 below or a bad snow storm, Pop would let us stay
by the heater and he would water them himself, but we had
to be sure the wood box was full for the night and it took a
lot of wood. We had 10 cows and three horses, so it took a
lot of water, too.
I don't know how Mom and Pop ever made the cream
check and the egg money stretch to buy groceries for all us
children and themselves, but we never went hungry. We
raised our own potatoes and rutabagas, had our own milk
and eggs. Mom churned butter and baked her own bread.
Peter, Valdemar, Pop and I also shot quite a lot of Snowshoe
rabbits to help with the meat supply. These were skinned
and hung up on the north side of the house where they
remained frozen until needed. In the fall we would buy a tub
of pickled herring and a box of dried prunes. This was done
when we sold our crop in the fall. We children were taught to
never take more on our plates than we could eat. It was a sin
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to waste food and Mom would remind us of all the hungry
people in the world. It still hurts me to see people leave food
on their plates.
In the summer when Mom's deep freeze on the north side
of the house would thaw out we were part of a "meat ring" as
they called it. About 20 neighbors would get together and
take turns once a week to butcher a steer, cut it up, and
deliver a piece to each other. Each week you would get a
different cut so it was equal. Each piece was weighed when
you received it as was the steer when you butchered. I don't
remember how everything was divided evenly, but I don't
think there was ever any dispute.
Once in a great while Pop would take Ole and me fishing.
This was a great thing to look forward to. We would walk
three miles down to Kettle River and throw out our lines. We
didn't have any fancy poles or spinners, just a hook and
worms on the end of a green line. I can still hear the sound of
the river, the rustling of the wind in the pines, and the smell
of the Balsam Poplars. One time Pop caught a sucker. It
wasn't very big, but before he got it pulled ashore a pretty
good sized sturgeon came along and swallowed the sucker,
so he got two fish on one worm. I wish the kids nowadays
could have a fishing trip like that. As Pop didn't take time to
go fishing very often, it was really a treat.
We didn't have an automobile so when a neighbor, Mr.
Volkman, got a car we bought his top buggy or surrey as it
was called. It had two seats, a top, two kerosene lights on the
side with real jewels shining to the rear for tail lights. It also
had side curtains that could be installed if it got cold or
rained. Pop paid $25.00 for it, so now we traveled in style.
Of course, the "skunk wagons," as Pop called the automobiles, passed us, but they were few and far between. On
Sunday Pop would hook up the horses to the buggy in the
summer and the bobsled in the winter and we would drive
three miles into town and go to church. Mom would dress us
all up, making sure our ears and fingernails were clean.
Sometimes after church we would be invited to a neighbor
for dinner, or we would invite somebody to our place. On
the way to church we would be reminded to be quiet in
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church and not to whisper or make any noise. Church
started at 10:30 and lasted until 12:00. I don't think the
minister had a watch ~s I am sure it always lasted longer. I
know it was a long sermon.
It was a beautiful church. It was built of red brick, all
plastered white inside, and had beautiful painting above
the altar of Jesus holding the wolves back from devouring his
sheep. I always hoped when we got to church that the main
floor would be full because then Mom and Pop would take
us up in the balcony. As soon as we were a little older, we
didn't go with the folks to church but would be dropped at
the school house for Sunday School.
In those days, I had to wear knickers or knee pants and
bow ties. How I wished I could have a regular suit with
long pants, but that didn't come until you were confirmed.
By this time, my grandfather and grandmother had moved
to town and grandfather worked for the Great Northern
Railroad. He was the sexton and would always ring the
church bell for church at 10:30. He would also ring it every
night and morning at sunrise and sunset. Sometimes we
could hear the bell out on the farm three miles away and we
would know it was Grandpa at the church.
In about 1922 or 1923 Grandma's asthma along with her
headaches seemed to get worse. Since Grandpa could get a
free pass on the railroad, they thought maybe a warmer
climate would make Grandma feel better. They had read
about a Danish settlement in Junction City, Oregon and one
in Tacoma, Washington, and in Selma, California, where
Grandma had a sister. So Grandpa got a leave of absence
from the railroad, a free pass on the train, and they started
west to see which spot they would like best. After visiting all
three they decided on Junction City. So when they returned
to Askov, they had a sale, packed their belongings, gave
their dog King to us, and left for Junction City where Grandpa got a job on the Southern Pacific.
Well, back in Minnesotas things were pretty tough for
Mom and Pop on the farm. One of our best horses died,
another horse cut herself bad in the barb wire during a
thunder storm, and one of our best cows was killed by
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lightning. Rutabagas were selling for $5.00 a ton and
potatoes were only nine cents a bushel if you could sell them.
Most people left them in the field or fed them to the cows. Then
to top it off, Mom got sick and had to stay in bed for two
months during the winter. But Marie and Karen turned out
to be good housekeepers and cooks. Also, the neighbor
ladies dropped in and helped, as Mom always did when they
were sick. And we were getting such glowing letters from
Grandma and Grandpa in Oregon that the folks were
starting to think about selling out and going to Oregon.
Uncle Martin Lund decided to go to Oregon and left in the
fall of 1924. But nobody wanted to buy a farm so we had to
stay. Besides, we didn't have a car and it was too long a trip
for the horse and buggy.
I was eleven years old and wanted a bicycle real bad, but
it wouldn't squeeze out of the butter and egg money so I took
a contract to thin a couple of acres of rutabagas for a
neighbor. It took me two weeks and he paid me $5.00 when I
was finished. I made two more dollars for helping another
neighbor. Now I had $7 .00 in my pocket and walked to town
to buy a bicycle. When I got to town I met the town barber. I
didn't know he was a sharp trader, although we had known
him a long time. He asked me what I was doing in town and I
told him I was on my way to the hardware store to see about
buying a used bicycle. It just so happens, he said, I got a
dandy bicycle I will let you have for $10.00. I told him I only
had $7.00. Well, he said, being it's you I will let you have it
for $7.00. So I gave him my seven dollars. I had never seen
the bicycle. He said the bicycle was home and he would
bring it out the next day. I really learned my lesson on this
deal. The next day when I came home, here was the bicycle.
It was a pile of junk. It had a solid tire on the front wheel
which was rubbing on the front fork as the wheel was
crooked. The rear tire had been filled with "Never Leak"
compound because it wouldn't hold air. There wasn't any
coaster brake, just a solid hub on the rear wheel. No fenders,
hardly any seat, and an old block chain on the sprockets. I
was sick, but never bought anything unseen again from him.
This barber also moved to Oregon and I really told him off
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after I grew up. He only snickered.
We didn't have much money, but it seemed like Mom
would always find a nickel or, if the hens were laying good,
she would give us a dime. She always tied it in the comer of
our handkerchief. This would only be for the 5th of June
celebration (a Danish holiday) or for the Fourth of July. It
was always a big decision what to spend it for: should we
buy pop, ice cream, candy or gum; and then at Christmas
time there was always a big Danish Brotherhood party. We
looked forward to that, as we would dance around the
Christmas tree and always got a sack of candy, an apple and
an orange, which in those days was quite a treat.
We would also have a nice Christmas at home. Sometimes we didn't get very many toys but always a lot to eat.
We had a goose instead of turkey. Mom said it wasn't so dry.
We didn't get very many Christmas presents but always got
something. One year when the crops were a little higher
priced, or maybe cream sold a little better, we got some good
presents. I got a single shot 22, Ole got an air rifle, Marie got
a big doll. I don't remember what the rest of the children got.
One year I got an erector set. I remember all the things listed
in the instruction book that you could make, but when you
would start to make them you would discover you needed
more than one set to finish it. The same thing happened the
year I got tinker toys. Christmas was always something to
look forward to. Before Grandpa and Grandma went west,
we would celebrate at their house. The Christmas tree was
decorated and the presents would be under it. It would be
locked up in the living room and we children wouldn't get to
see it until supper was over and the dishes put away. It
seemed like an awful long wait. When everything was put
away, Grandpa or Mom would sneak in and light the
candles and the door would be opened for us to see the tree.
We would join hands and dance around the tree singing
songs and try to get a peek at the packages with our names
on them, but peeking wasn't permitted. It always seemed like
the singing lasted a long time as the presents were what we
were interested in. But finally we would get down to singing
the last song, "Nu har vi Jul igen" meaning "Now we have
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Christmas again." Then the presents were passed out. Afterward, we would play with our new toys and eat nuts and
hard Christmas candy. Also Mom and Grandma would have
made "pepper nuts," sort of a little square hard cookie pretty good - although I don't think there was any pepper
in them. But everybody enjoyed them. Once in a great while,
Grandpa might even tell a story. Grandpa always said grace
before meals. It was always the same verse and I used to
know it. I still remember part of it.
Thanksgiving was also a day to look forward to. Then
we would also have a big meal with cranberries and
pumpkin pie and whipped cream and if the crops had been
good we would have goose. Otherwise it was generally
chicken, but good anyway.
In the winter, we children would play outside in the snow
making forts, or playing with our homemade sled that Pop
had built for us. If it was too cold, we would stay in the
house and read. The school had a library, so we had good
books. We didn't have a radio, or telephone, or even a
phonograph, although Grandpa had one. Mom had an
organ on the old farm but we didn't have room for it on the
new farm so it was left behind. One winter it snowed so
much we could walk up on the drifts and over the roof of our
house.
When we went to church or visiting in the winter, Pop would
hitch up the horses to the bobsled. The sled had a wagon
box on it with sides about three feet high. He would put a lot
of straw in the bottom for us children to sit in. Mom would
bring out the Army blankets. We also had the horse blankets
which we took along to cover the horses while they were
hitched up and waiting for us where there wasn't any barn to
put them in. There were hitching posts at the church and
along main street in front of the stores. At the church they
had a barn where you could unhitch your horses and put
them during the long sermons. If it was too cold, Mom
would wrap up her irons in gunny sacks after she heated
them on the stove and put them at your feet in the sleigh.
This helped to keep your feet warm.
It seemed like we always had cold feet. In the winter we
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would get chilblains in our hands and feet - especially our
feet. It was caused by having your feet frozen or almost
frozen. It would make your toes turn red and itch. Sometimes at night it was so bad you couldn't sleep. Putting
kerosene on them helped but the best remedy was to get up
and run around the house in the snow with your bare feet.
Marie and I have done this often.
In the winter we rode to school on a bus pulled by horses.
The bus was mounted on a sled. The door was in the back. It
didn't have seats like our buses do now, but had a long seat
on either side. The driver sat in the front which was partly
open for the reins to guide the horses. In the middle, on the
right outside, a coal burning stove was mounted with a
register under the seat. That spot was always taken by the
biggest child since everybody wanted to sit by the stove and
keep his feet warm. We sat facing each other in the bus with
room for our dinner pails underneath the seat. It seemed like
somebody was always getting their dinner pail crushed by
the person sitting across from you. If you got too rowdy, the
driver would make you get out and run in front of the horse.
It happened every once in a while. If it was real cold, we had
some pieces of slate about a foot square and two inches
thick. They would be kept in the school next to the furnace
in the basement. These would be put at your feet to keep
them warm. They had a handle on one end so you could
carry them. In the morning, the school bus driver would heat
them up for us before he started on his route. In the spring
when the snow melted the bus was mounted on wheels.
When you arrived in school on a cold day and your teacher
or the school bus driver noticed a white spot on your cheek
or ear where it was frozen, snow would be rubbed on it to
thaw it out and get the blood circulating. We had to walk
about 1/3 of a mile to catch the bus.
When I was 13 years old, in the spring of 1925, when
school was out for the summer, I was old enough to get a
paying job. I wanted to go to work to help out and make
myself some money. And as there was a nursery man in
Askov run by a Mr. Mosb<Ek, I thought I would ask him for
a job. Pop told me when I went to apply to be sure to walk
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fast, keep your hands out of your pockets, and act like you
were willing to work, as Mr. Mosba>k was a stern man and
wouldn't hire anybody who looked lazy. Well, I went to see
hiru, and acted like Pop told me and sure enough I got the
job. I worked hard weeding and planting little fir trees and
picking rocks. It if rained, we would work in the greenhouse.
We worked from seven in the morning until six at night with
an hour for lunch. I was paid one dollar a day or 10 cents an
hour. I worked six days a week. There weren't any coffee
breaks either. I saved it all, except every Saturday night
when I got my six dollars - he paid in cash - I would stop
at the drug store run by "Little Jens" as he was known, and
get myself a pineapple sundae. To this day I have never
tasted one as good. Looking back, I am sure he gave me an
extra scoop. It cost 15 cents which was an hour and a half's
work but was worth it.
Pop's advice, keep your hands out of your pockets and
walk fast like you are awake, served me well since a lot of
the other kids were turned down by Mr. Mosba>k. I felt good
when the summer was over and Mr. Mosba>k told me I was a
good worker and if I would come back in the spring, he
would give me a raise. So in the spring of 1926, I went back
and got my raise. I now got $7.00 a week. I gave Mom and
Pop half of it for board and room. I rode back and forth on
my bicycle. I might add that Pop's advice has always served
me well. I have never had any trouble getting a job or have I
ever been laid off or fired because of my work.
In the fall of 1925, the crop prices were even lower than
the previous year and as Grandma and Grandpa still kept
writing such glowing letters about the great Oregon country,
Mom and Pop made up their minds to go to Oregon. We
would have to get a car and they would have to learn to
drive. We couldn't afford a new car so we looked around for
a used one. Somebody wanted to sell Pop a big Overland a big touring car. It would have fit us pretty good as it was a
seven passenger with a set of jump seats that folded out of
the back of the front seat. The stork had been to our house
again and brought Carl, so now there were eight of us. We
went for a ride in it, the rear end made a growling noise, but
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we were advised that the noise was natural as all those
models did make noise as they had straight cut gears in the
rear end and transmission. It also lacked a set of side
curtains, but our friends who had cars of their own advised
us to get a Model T Ford as they were a lot easier to shift.
You didn't have to shift the gears, as the Ford had only
two speeds ahead and you used your feet to shift so you
could keep both hands on the wheel. Also you could use
reverse for a brake in an emergency. The Overland was for
sale for $40.00. We were also told that the Ford car was a lot
more reliable, took less gas, and if it broke down, parts were
a lot easier to find, if you couldn't wire it together with
baling wire. So we found a 1920 Model T Ford that had been
traded in on a new one. It cost a lot more money but was in
nice shape as it had been owned by a couple of old bachelors
and had had good care. Also the Ford garage where we
bought it said they would check it over and give lessons on
driving it. Mom and Pop both learned to drive so they could
take turns driving on the trip to Oregon. But by this time it
was too late in the year to start out as there would be snow in
the mountains. Also we had to have a sale selling our stock,
etc., so it was decided to start out in the spring. The winter
was spent making plans and saving as much money as was
possible from the cream check and egg money. Also we had
new isinglass sewed into the side curtains of the Ford. We
also had the Ford garage in Askov take up the bearings and
put two new Fisk 30 x 3 1/2 oversize tires on the back
wheels. There was also a spare tied on the side. The front
wheels had one new tire and also an old G and J fabric tire.
Pop said it probably wouldn't last long but we would run it
until it wore out. I remember it had a chain tread like a figure
eight. This tire turned out to be a big surprise, as all the
other tires blew out or went flat long before we got to
Oregon. But this old tire was still going good when we got to
Oregon, never ever having a puncture or going flat. One of
the new rear tires didn't last 200 miles before it was replaced.
We didn't drive the Ford much that winter, but when we
did, Pop would heat up the tea kettle with hot water which
was poured on the intake manifold. Also the rear wheel was
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jacked up as it cranked a lot easier that way. It had an
electric starter, but on a cold morning needed help with the
crank in front, as the battery couldn't stand the cold.
We kept the Ford in a garage that I forgot to mention.
This building was a 9 x 14 garage that was built about three
feet west of the house. Before we bought the Ford it housed
our buggy. But now the buggy sat next to the barn.
During the winter the folks sent to Montgomery Ward
for a tent. I think it was about 8 x 10 feet. We used the top of
the car for one side, to hold it up, then sloped away from the
car where it had a couple of three foot poles to hold that
side up. It worked just like a shed on the side of a building,
like a lean-to. He also bought a canvas top tarp to serve as a
floor and to wrap our bedding in when we traveled. Then the
tent and the bedding rode on the running board held on by a
carrier which he clamped on the side of the running board
making a place to carry things. We carried a tool box with
tire patching, a jack, and spare inner tubes and tire boots.
Also tire irons to remove and replace the tires on the clincher
rims. The wheels didn't come off to change tires. We also
had a big, well used tire pump on the other side. Pop bolted a
board on the left side, there being only one door here
anyway, to carry other miscellaneous items. There was only
one door on the left side of the car, the driver having to slide
in from the right side or climb over.
It seemed an awful long winter that year, waiting for
spring. We had a nice Christmas, with a lot to eat, but didn't
buy presents as they would just have to be left behind. But
spring finally arrived, and we had our sale. Sold our cows
and horses, and our furniture. King, our dog, we had gotten
from Grandpa, found a good home with friends as we didn't
have room for him. After having the sale and after paying all
the bills, we had $200.00. I also had $40.00 which I had
saved from working in the nursery. We couldn't sell the
farm, so just let it go to the fellow who owned the mortgage.
The morning after the sale, we all felt bad because the fellow
who had bought Blackie, one of our horses, lived about five
miles away and had a reputation of not being very good to
his animals. The next morning here came Blackie trotting
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home and went into the barn, so he had to come and get her
again. But we found out later he really fell in love with
Blackie and she lived to a ripe old age.
Pop also had built a wooden box like a big trunk; here we
packed the items we wanted to keep and we shipped it to
Oregon on the train. Mom also went to town and got her
hair bobbed as they called it. She used to have a big long
braided pigtail which she rolled up in a ball on top of her
head to put her hat pin through to hold her hat on. Now the
hat pin could be used to pin her straw hat to the lining of the
car top when she didn't want to wear it. And short hair
would be easier to take care of on the trip.
The next day we stayed with our neighbor Bendt Jorgensen while we got all loaded up and the last minute business
taken care of. Some of the neighbors came over to say goodbye. One neighbor gave us a big ham. All of them wished us
luck, but I think some of them went away shaking their
heads. We heard after we came to Oregon that they had
brought it up in church that there should be some way to
stop Mom and Pop from undertaking a long journey like
that with all those children. There were only seven children
and the folks.
It was quite a sight after we were loaded up. Pop, Ole
and I sat in the front; Marie, Karen and Mom sat on the back
seat; Esther and Agnes sat on Mom's breadbox which sat
between the seats. They would sit back to back, then Mom
and Marie would take turns holding Carl on their lap. Carl
still used diapers so the diaper bag was pinned to the top.
There was also a sack with some sandwiches and also the big
ham was swinging from the top. Mom's big straw hat was
also pinned up there somewhere when she wasn't wearing it.
Milk, butter, cheese, bread and silverware were all in the
breadbox which served as a seat for Agnes and Esther. The
dishes and a few pots and pans plus a coffee pot were in a
box on the running board, as was the tent, tool box, water
can which was a five gallon cream can. Our bedding and
several blankets were on the seats and we sat on them on the
warm days and wrapped up in them when it was cold. There
was also an assortment of coats and caps strung around
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Leaving for Oregon

inside the car. Carl's dirty diapers were in a pail on the
running board. The pail was also used to wash them out in
the evening when we camped for the night. It would have
been nice to have had some of those new disposable ones but
they hadn't been invented yet. Mom used the flannel ones.
Underneath the back seat we had the side curtains stored. On
the back of the front seat Mom had her purse hanging.
Underneath the front seat was the gas tank. I believe it held
10 gallons. We had a wooden ruler to measure the gas in the
tank as there wasn't any gauge. Under the seat was a long
rod that could be used to open the petcocks underneath the
car to check the oil. There were two petcocks; if the oil ran
out of the bottom one you were safe, if it ran out of the top
one you were full of oil. To fill the gas tank, you had to get
out of the front seat as the filler cap was underneath the
cushion. There wasn't any temperature gauge either, but we
didn't need one as you could tell when the steam started to
come out of the radiator cap. A speedometer was also
lacking, but wasn't needed either as the Ford wouldn't go
over 40 wide open. Besides, Pop never was known as a
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speeder. We had to save gas and tires. He was a safe driver.
It didn't sport a windshield wiper either, so when it rained
very hard we just found a safe spot and parked until it quit
raining. A heater was also lacking, but it did have air conditioning as the top half of the windshield could be opened on
a warm day and the top could be let down, although I don't
ever remember that we let it down. The Ford only came
equipped with one tail light and the garage installed it for us
for Christmas before we left. So we were real modern. Not
many automobiles had a stop light.
We started for Oregon on the longest day of the year,
June 21, 1926. It was a big event for all of us as none of us
children had ever seen a big river, the prairie, much less the
mountains or the ocean. On our first day, we passed by the
biggest lake we had ever seen, Mille Lacs Lake. We went
around the southern end of the lake and looking north we
couldn't see land on the other side. Quite a lake! We didn't
have any trouble that first day. We didn't get very far the
first day as we had gotten a late start. The first night out we
camped in Brainerd, Minnesota, on the banks of the
Mississippi. I remember being a little disappointed because
the Mississippi was a lot smaller than I thought it should be. I
believe it was the City Park where we stayed. I don't think
they charged us anything, but sometimes if there was a gas
burner or an electric hot plate it might cost a dime or a
quarter. Sometimes the auto camp would even have a table
to eat on, otherwise we spread a table cloth on the ground.
Our first task on camping for the night was to get the tent
up. It was a lean-to tent, the car holding up the high side.
Then the canvas cover was spread on the ground for our
blankets. We didn't have a mattress or sleeping bags. We felt
good on our first day as we had made almost 100 miles and
not even a flat.
The second day we got up pretty early as we were all
anxious to get to Oregon. But things didn't go as good as the
first day, as we had to fix several flat tires. Ole and I got a
good workout on the tire pump. So by the time we got to
Moorhead, Minnesota, Pop had to stop and buy our first
new tire and tube. After buying the new tire, it was decided
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to cross over the Red River into Fargo, North Dakota. So
here we were in North Dakota camped in an auto camp by
the river in the Red River Valley. With all our flat tires, we
only made 150 miles on our second day.
The third day, June 23, after getting up and breaking
camp, loading every thing up again, we started out again in
high spirits as we now had a new tire. But before we got out
of the city limits, it blew out beyond repair. The tires in
those days didn't carry any guarantee, so we had to buy
another. Just eight or seven dollars down the drain. We
continued to have several flats to delay us, but we got our
first look at the prairie, flat as far as you could see in the
distance. I don't remember for sure just where we camped
the third night, but it was close to Jamestown, North
Dakota, about another 100 miles closer. Maybe we stopped
a little early in the evening so Mom could do her washing.
She always had clothes and diapers to wash out in the
evening when we stopped for the night. About every third or
fourth day she would fix a little bigger supper.
The fourth day, June 24, we made it into Bismarck,
North, Dakota. Here we crossed the Missouri River. I
remember it was the longest bridge we had ever seen, and the
biggest river.
The fifth day, June 25, we stayed a little west of
Dickinson, North Dakota.
The sixth day we made it into Glendive, Montana. I
remember on this day we went through the badlands of
North Dakota. The road was not very good; lots of rocks.
We even saw a rattle snake on the road. We were told the
badlands were formed when a big coal deposit caught on fire
underground and made the ground settle. Everything did
look like it had been very hot. We also could see mountains
off in the distance. We were told they weren't really
mountains, just the foothills. Wait until you see the Rockies,
we were told.
We came west on U.S. Highway 10. At that time, in
1926, it was a gravel road. Most of the way just two tracks;
however in Dakota and Montana it wasn't even gravel and
when it rained hard it would become too muddy for travel
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and you would just have to wait until it dried. But we were
lucky as it didn't rain enough to stop us a lot of the way.
There was even grass growing between the tracks. There
wasn't much traffic. Maybe we would meet a car every 10 to
15 minutes, or pass somebody patching tires. When we did
meet somebody, everybody always waved. Ole and I would
entertain ourselves by seeing who could tell the make of car
we were meeting first. You could tell the make of the cars
by the shape of their radiator. On a real good day we would
sometimes make 200 miles or a little over. That is, if we could
get the girls out of bed and get breakfast over with. And if
we didnt have too many flat tires. We also had to make quite
a few unscheduled stops along the road to run out behind a
rock or a bush. Seemed like the children always had to stop
at different times. There weren't any rest stops along the
road at that time, only at service stations. There was
generally a two-holer out in back. Once in a while even a
flush toilet, but seldom.
Pop being real conservative always gassed up in the
morning when the gas in the gas reservoir on the gravity feed
pumps was cold. We got more gas for our money that way as
in the afternoon the gas would get warm and expand. Also
the Ford had an adjustment on the carburetor which could be
adjusted from the dash to control the mixture. He was
always adjusting this down to as lean a mixture as possible.
One day in Montana we came to a service station and here
was a sign, "Last gas at this price," and as we were getting
low on gas as well as money, Pop decided we better gas up.
So in we go and fill up. The sign was telling the truth as the
next gas stop we came to was several cents a gallon lower in
price. I don't remember Pop's comments but I guess it is just
as well. When we did gas up, it was quite a deal as Pop, Ole
and I would have to get out and remove the front cushion to
put in the gas as there wasn't any gauge. you would take off
the cap and use a wooden measuring stick which would tell
you how much gas remained and also how much it would
hold. These measuring sticks were furnished free and had the
service station's advertising printed on them. Gas generally
cost about 20 cents a gallon, but sometimes quite a bit more
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in the mountains. Then, of course, after we gassed up we
would have to be sure everybody was on board and seated
again. Didn't want to leave anybody behind. When we
stopped for gas, the oil and the water in the radiator was also
always checked. If you needed oil it was pumped from a
barrel into a quart measure with a spout.
The road at the time always ran through the center of
town. Most always right down main street, so if it was
possible we would try to put up camp just outside of town
and get up early before there was much traffic to get through
town. That is, if it was a big town like Butte or Spokane.
Our biggest trouble was flat tires. The engine didn't cause us
much trouble, outside of keeping water in the radiator,
which would steam on hot days, and going up hill. Once in a
while it would get to running on three cylinders. Then Pop
would have to kick the coil box on the dash. It had a separate
coil for each cylinder. This generally would get the lazy
cylinder firing again. If it didn't, you would stop and check
the coils to see if they were buzzing. If they weren't you
could file the points or adjust them. Once in a while, new
points would have to be installed. If that didn't cure the
problem, you had to locate the missing spark plug, take it
apart and clean it. If the porcelain center was cracked, you
put in a new porcelain center. You could buy the porcelain
center a lot cheaper than the whole spark plug. If you still
hadn't located the trouble, you might even have to clean or
replace the timer on the front of the engine. We had to keep
all four cylinders working as we were loaded.
One place in Dakota we could see a big black rain storm
approaching, so Pop pulled off the side of the road in a field
with the rear of the Ford towards the approaching storm and
we got out the side curtains from underneath the back seat
and put them on. It turned out to be more wind and dust
than rain, but anyway we were prepared. Another time in
Montana we had just gassed up at a service station-grocery
store combination, and the attendant said, "you better stay
here under the roof as it is really going to rain." This is the
only time I can remember stopping at a service station with a
roof. Well we had a regular cloudburst and the water ran
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over the curb. He knew what he was talking about. It was
wet camping that night; good thing we had the canvas to put
our bed on.
One night in western Montana, I think it was Missoula,
after stopping and putting up camp, Mom talked to some
other people in camp. They had just come from the West
across the mountains we could see in the distance. This lady
asked Mom where we were going and Mom said, "Oregon."
Well this woman said, "You will never make it with that
Ford and that load as those mountains are way too steep for
your Ford." They had a big new car. "You will come to a
mountain pass in Idaho called the Camels Hump and it goes
seven miles straight up, so you can just as well turn around
and go back as you will never make it." I don't remember
what Mom told her, but anyway we weren't about to turn
back. The next day everybody worried a little, except the
Ford which just kept chugging right along. When we got to
the foot of the pass, we stopped and Pop checked the oil and
water, also made sure the tires were up. Ole, Marie and I
started walking up the hill, but after Pop checked everything
out on the car to be sure he had all four cylinders working,
he caught up to us on the hill and as he was sure the Ford
would make it, we all piled in. And we made it in great style.
It was a cool, foggy day. I don't think the radiator even
boiled. I will have to admit, it was a long steep crooked pass,
but I don't think it went quite straight up. But it was a low
gear show.
One night, I think it was in Montana, we camped at night
as usual. Well, we were low on groceries, so Mom told Pop
to go to the store and get some milk, bread, etc., as we were
camped outside of town. Pop took the car, Ole and I went
along, and as Carl was in Mom's way getting supper, she
told us to take him along and take care of him. I don't think
Carl was much over a year old, maybe a year and a half.
Well, some way or another he fell out of the car. Luckily he
didn't break any bones as he landed on his head. But we did
have quite a time getting him to quit crying. Anyway, Pop
told us maybe we shouldn't tell Mom what happened so she
wouldn't worry - besides, he didn't seem to be hurt. When
-40-

we got back with the groceries, Morn had supper ready and
Carl had quit crying and nothing was said about the mishap.
Morn always fixed a pretty good breakfast and then she
would make sandwiches to eat as we drove along. I can
never remember us eating in a restaurant. In fact, I don't
think we ever ate in one in Minnesota - we couldn't afford
that.
Well, we kept chugging along heading west and seeing all
kinds of new and exciting things, mountains, big trees,
buffalo, cowboys on horseback, mining towns and waterfalls. It seemed like there was something new around every
bend in the road and there were a lot of them.
The seventh day, June 27, we stayed pretty close to
Billings, Montana.
The eighth day, June 28, we stayed at Livingston,
Montana.
The ninth day, June 29, we stayed close to Butte,
Montana, somewhere between Butte and Deer Lodge,
Montana.
The tenth day, we stayed just outside of Missoula.
The first day of July found us camped in an auto camp
just before entering Spokane as we wanted to go through
town early in the morning.
The second of July we made it almost to Walla Walla,
Washington, where we camped for the night. We had had a
lot of tire trouble and were getting short of money, but still
had plenty to eat, even part of the ham was still hanging
from the top.
On the morning of the third of July, we started out early
as we were getting anxious to get to Oregon to make some
· money. But it wasn't long before we had another flat tire.
We got it fixed by putting in a big boot, but we could see it
would never make Junction City, so in the early afternoon
on the third day of July we found an auto camp in Hood
River, Oregon, where we stopped. We didn't have enough
money left to buy a new tire and have anything left for gas,
so Morn and Pop decided to lay over here on the Fourth of
July and telegraph Grandpa in Junction City for a loan to
make it to our destination. We were broke, having spent the
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$200.00 Pop had and the $40.00 I had saved from my job in
the nursery in Minnesota. We were broke, but were in good
spirits as Oregon surely must be a land of milk and honey
because when we got into Oregon from Washington we
struck the most wonderful highway - solid concrete. Just
like a sidewalk. It was a lot different from the dirty dusty
roads we were used to. They called it the Columbia Highway
and it ran along the biggest river we had ever seen. Seemed
like the Ford just floated along.
On the fifth day of July, we started out again. We got a
late start as we had to wait for the money to arrive, so it was
close to noon before we got started. The road was beautiful
and the scenery was the prettiest we had seen on our trip.
We stopped at several big waterfalls. One place there was
a big wheel just scooping salmon out of the river. The road
even ran through several tunnels, then climbed a long hill
where there was a Vista House where you could look out
across the Columbia River. You could see the road where we
had been several places down below us. We didn't get very
far on this day as we didn't want to go through Portland in
the afternoon traffic, so we camped just east of Portland.
That night we talked to a man in the camp who explained
how we could miss going through Portland by going down
82nd street.
So on the sixth of July we got up early to beat the traffic,
found 82nd street, got on Highway 99 at Oregon City and
got to Junction City in the late afternoon. We didn't know
where Grandpa or Grandma lived, so Pop saw a blacksmith
shop called Peter Skovbo Blacksmith Shop. We decided he
must be a Dane so I ran over to the shop and, sure enough,
he knew where they lived. Junction City looked good to us,
although I was a little disappointed in the lake Grandpa had
written about right inside the city limits. In Minnesota,
Kecks Lake, as they called it, would just be a swamp. Also,
between Harrisburg and Albany we were wondering where
all the fruit trees were that Grandpa had written about. But
when we crossed the Willamette River into Lane County at
Harrisburg, we noticed all the hop yards. Our first job
would be picking hops.
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We stayed at Grandpa and Grandma's house a few days.
Pop got a job on the Southern Pacific railroad on the fire
patrol. He would have to follow the train on a little hand car
to be sure the steam engine didn't start any fires in the trestles
or bridges. Mom and we children got a job picking hops. We
were even lucky enough to find a furnished house we could
rent cheap. Roy Barker, who lived there, wanted to go to
Arizona with his family for a few months, so everything

Anna and Jorgen Nielsen on their 68th wedding anniversary -1979.
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worked out good for us. As I look back I am glad my grandparents picked Junction City, instead of Tacoma, Washington, or Selma, California. Otherwise, we most likely never
would have met the wonderful wives and husbands we met
in Orgeon and a lot of other nice people.
I am sure all the hard times we had in Minnesota were
good for us. It taught us the value of things and to appreciate
more what we have now. Living together in such a small
house as we did taught us to get along with each other and
help one another and Mom and Pop. We still all get together
several times a year. None of us have been divorced, or had
any fights - if we did Mom would probably soon straighten
us out. As we got married, there were never any in-laws to
Mom and Pop. They just acquired more children. And were
always treated as we were. It was always, "Axel and Irene,"
"Marie and Fred," "Ole and Irene," "Karen and Karlie,"
"Agnes and Tommy," "Esther and Albert," "Carl and
Enola," and "Evelyn and Marvel." 1
We still live within 25 miles of each other, but maybe that
is because of Mom's cooking as she still has us home for a
meal pretty often. Finally, I want to say we have been lucky
to have a father and mother like we have, and thank God we
have had them with us so long.
This story was supposed to end when we got here, but
after we had been in Oregon six or seven years, the old stork
finally tracked us down again. We thought we had eluded
him or he had retired, but here he surprised us with a sweet
little girl. We named her Evelyn. She turned out to be a nice
addition as she is a nurse and will come in handy in our old
age. But that's another story.

1 Axel and Irene Nielsen, Marie and Fred Aasted, Jens Ole and Irene
Nielsen, Karen and Karl Louvring, Agnes and Svend Louvring, Esther
and Albert Cheshire, Carl and Enola Nielsen, Evelyn and Marvel
Mishler.
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